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Every slender figure's motions form a stream of sorrow's flood,
Every crescent-brow's a head-line of the scioll that madness hight.

Learning's dignity's unstable as the leaf befoie the wind;
Fortune's workings are inverted, like the trees in water bright.

Sore desired the frontier, fraught with anguish lies the road of trial;
Yearned for is the station, all the path of proof beset with fright.

Like the harp's sweet voice, the longed for beauty bides behind the veil;!
Like the bubbles on the wine, reversed the beaker of delight.

Separation is my portion, dread the way to union's land;

Ah, I weet not where to turn me, none is here to guide aright.

Tears of cramoisie have seiz6d on FuziSli's sallow cheek;

Lo, what shades the Sphere cerulean maketh thereupon to light.

Ghazel. [195]

Ay, belike these wine-dregs are the dust of one whose heart was fair,
So the bubbles o'er them fashion domes with reverential care. 2

When my tears and sighs thou sightest, rain and levin deem not these;
Ken not I my plight, but weep and burn for me the clouds o' tho air.

What the use of that vain question, thou who askest of my case ?
Ask, an so thou please, but never aught of answer shalt thou hear.

O'er my tomb, amidst the waste of woe, should e'er the whirlwind-tree
Rear its head, to stint thy water round that tree, mirage, forbear.

Never having won to union with the Leyld fair, 0 sun,

Dost thou, like to me, turned Mejniin, wander o'er the desert bare. 3

t The word perda means both cveil' and ^ote' (in music), and is here used
in both senses.

2  Little  domes are raised  over the tombs of saints in the East. Here the
dregs  of the wine are  supposed  to  have   once formed part of the body of
some holy man, and, by  the figure husn-i ta^l, the bubbles are said to be
the domes raised over these.

3  The sun crosses the deserts over which Mejnitn used to wander when he
went melancholy mad for the love of Leyld.